264-                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

ing, and the travel made me worse. We
had a terrible storm last night, which I hope
will do me good. Try to cover yourself
with all your furs and to leave the chimney
corner as seldom as possible and only when
the days are sunny. I have become so sen-
sitive to the cold, or, rather, the cold hurts
me so much, that I imagine hell is the com-
partment of the " bolge " in Dante. Hap-
pily, I am told, the crinoline is out of fash-
ion, which puts your legs and the rest under
shelter. I went out yesterday for an hour
and saw a woman without a crinoline, but
with skirts so extraordinary that I was stup-
efied. They seemed to me to be made of
pasteboard with furbelows. They made a
good deal of noise on the asphalt.

It is your habit to do the very reverse of
common mortals, and, as the country will
soon be agreeable, I presume that you are
to return to Paris. Have the kindness to
advise me of your intentions.

I am asking myself if I shall go, Thurs-
day, to the Academy to aid in the making
of an Immortal. Between Henri Martin
and Cuvillier-Fleury or M. de Champagny,                 |ses withour look-er.you   are worth as much as
